successful and even more interesting to see whether, if such posts are created, they can be filled.
Demarcation lines
As a chemical pathologist in a district general hospital I am concerned that not only non-medical scientists and medical laboratory scientific officers but also the Royal College of Pathologists seem to accept as a self-evident truth that it is possible to draw a line of demarcation between my responsibilities-clinical and looking out of the laboratory-and those of non-medical staff-scientific and looking into the laboratory. I do not believe that there is any potential for real clinical involvement by pathologists who, although they are medically qualified, have not had a postgraduate clinical training and who do not have real clinical responsibility for real patients. The job of a pathologist is the organisation and management of the laboratory service, and it is because he has a medical background that other things being equal he is the best person to relate the work of the laboratory to the needs of patients. Unfortunately most doctors are not interested in organisation and management, which is why there is difficulty in recruiting them into pathology (and incidentally why their voice in the organisation of health services as a whole is now so weak). Even some of those who become pathologists are unwilling to concern themselves with what they regard as trivial details. It is these details that differentiate a laboratory service from occupational therapy for pathology staff. Doctors should not then be surprised if medical laboratory scientific officers take over management while they are making music.
It may well be that the dialogue that should take place should be between non-medical graduate scientists, present in large numbers in clinical chemistry already and increasing steadily in microbiology and haematology, and those graduate medical laboratory scientific officers employed as "technicians" in all three departments. The Fulton Report raised this problem as long ago as 1968 when most laboratory technicians did not have degrees.' Thirteen years later, when many do, it would be encouraging to see some progress.
In the next few years it will become increasingly difficult to man efficiently the factory assembly lines that our laboratories are becoming as a result of the failure of either pathologists or clinicians to limit investigations to those that might conceivably give useful information.
Since, however, the explosion in pathology work load has apparently burnt itself out recently, partly because of the reduction in acute hospital facilities and partly because we have almost reached saturation point when every patient in every hospital bed has every known test every day, we can no longer claim that every advance in automation is only enabling us to do the increased work load with the same numbers of technical staff. We could now The Edinburgh Fringe Festival must have almost as many performers as audience: all over the city in every room that can contain more than ten people, in the streets, on the roofs, and in the bars people are reciting from telephones directories, playing krummhorns, stripping, ritually disembowelling turnips, and doing anything to be noticed. Some troupes of 10 perform to embarrassed audiences of three, who slink away in the interval. After a. hard day on the boards and after the pubs have shut these performers all head for the Fringe Club, where you can drink until 3, pour scorn on the opposition, and rub shoulders with the momentarily famous. Many of the groups perform in the cabaret, hoping to tempt people along to swell their audiences or simply to revel in the glory of ministardom once more before they go back to being doctors, solicitors, students, and other unknowns. It was at the Fringe Club just after midnight sometime in August 1977 that I first really enjoyed the now well known group Instant Sunshine.
Performing at the Fringe Club is hard: most people are there to unwind after their shows, drink too much, and be seen. They are not interested in the cabaret. And for Instant Sunshine, who wear dinner jackets and are at least 10 years older than the average Fringe Club aficionado, you might think it would be impossible to catch the audience's attention. But absolutely not: they went down rather better than Bob Dylan might have done. Since that night they have never looked back. They have joined the ranks of John Cleese, the Beyond the Fringe team, and Rowan Atkinson all of whom first "made it" at the Edinburgh Fringe Festival. 
